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I smirk as I lean against the open door and think of the woman I accidentally bumped into today on the street. 

Aurora Whitlock. 

The stunning redhead, trapped in a web she doesn’t know she’s in.

Like a tiny little fly. 

She doesn’t remember me, but I see hints of familiarity that she can’t quite place deep inside her eyes. It’s a knowing she can’t quite access. 

Something I’m too fucking familiar with.

At least I didn’t kidnap her like Maddox did with Kyra. That shit was messed up. 

Still, Aurora isn’t going to run from me. I saw the way her pupils dilated, her nipples hardened, and how flustered she was as I towered over her. 

I pulled out all the moves. 

I crowded her, smirked as I gazed into her globes like she was the juiciest fucking burger I’d ever seen. My mouth watering. 

I wouldn’t say I charmed her, but I’d put money on her pussy being soaked when I walked away.

Good fucking money.

Depending on who this woman really is, Aurora is probably fantasizing about me being her dream man. I’m going to keep letting her think that for as long as I want to play with her.

While I need her.

Then, depending on her level of involvement in the depraved world we both came from, I will break her. 

Fuck it, I’ll break her anyway.

I owe her nothing.

I blow out the smoke of my cigar—a habit I need to give up—and stub it out in the ashtray I keep on the balcony of my NYC penthouse. It’s well after midnight, and as I take a few more steps outside, I watch the boats on the Hudson while gazing around Manhattan.

Money doesn’t make you happy, but it empowers you with choices other people don’t have. There’s no waiting or asking permission.

Sometimes I wish I could go back to those days, in the dark alleys of our boarding school, where we spent nights pummeling one another in our own version of Fight Club.

Girls wouldn’t understand.

We’re different from them at the core of our essence. Boys are filled with testosterone and frustration. I’m not sure we’re suited for society, even in these modern times. Is it really all that different from two hundred years ago when men walked through an old English town in a suit pretending to be a gentleman? Restrained by society and law.

We’re still pretending not to be the animals we are.

Pretending to be what’s expected of us.

Pretending not to be mad at something that our parents, the government, our neighbor, our spouse, the markets silently demand. Even the person in the car in front of us in traffic. That fucker.  

Or maybe we’re just angry at fucking everything.

So, it might not have been appropriate for a group of young men to be running our own club with the pure intention of punching the fuck out of each other. But we did. And we spent most nights there. Kids came again and again. 

No one was ever forced. 

It was our therapy.

I wouldn’t mind turning back time, rolling up my sleeves, bouncing on the balls of my feet and saying (with a wiggle of my fingers) come and get me, you piece of shit. Then beating whoever was a willing victim until my fist, and their face, was bloody.

The trouble is, the person I’m angry with is my father, David Stone. He’s deceased. 

Dead. 

Six feet under.

Nothing more than a skeleton whose flesh has been munched away at by bugs for years. 

I like remembering him like that. It’s a much happier memory than when he was alive. Unfortunately, it’s not that easy. The memories of my childhood live on inside of me, keeping me full of rage and hate. 

I was exposed to a dark evil that no child should have to experience. Delivered to the people who harmed me by the very man who was responsible for protecting me.

He didn’t.

I’m almost certain he was paid, although I don’t recall seeing it. But my father never participated. Not that I saw. Here’s an interesting thing about memories. The brain is clever—it doesn’t retain things it finds traumatic. It simply says, huh, that was fucking horrible. Throw it out and don’t remember it.

Simply put.

So, I don’t remember certain things. 

But I remember enough. I remember the fear, the feelings, the knowledge that this shouldn’t be happening. 

Worse, my body remembers, like it has a memory of its own. 

Some days, when I feel triggered, it’s the not knowing that terrifies me the fucking most. I want to remember so I can feel in control despite it happening over twenty years ago. Instead, I’m sitting here smoking another fucking cigar, planning revenge. 

I got lucky though. When I was sent to Phillips Academy—a boarding school for rich kids—I met Maddox, Travis, Zayne, and Killian. 

We bonded fast and over time learned we’d experienced similar childhoods. All of us have a dark tale to tell and desire to get even with those who hurt us.

My father decided to die, the fucking coward.

But I’m not sad that my path led me to my friends. The Alliance was formed, and we created a code to live by, which was sealed in a blood pact. 

Strength in silence: revenge is a patient man’s game. We act in the shadows and never reveal our hand too soon.

Now the Alliance Club is an adult-only club owned by Travis, located at one of his high-end, exclusive golf clubs in New York City. A place we frequent almost every weekend to catch up...and fuck women.

We’re honest men, not good men.

All five of us are busy, successful billionaires, running businesses. In my case, I buy failing companies that I see potential in. Then pull them apart and put them back together again so they’re sustainable.

I’ve made a lot of money, but not a lot of friends in the process. The media loves to make me the bad guy for taking people’s jobs while I shake out the cobwebs and problems. What these noisy fuckers (aka journalists—I’m not a fan) fail to understand is that the redundant jobs wouldn’t exist if the company completely collapsed.

What part of failing business do people not understand?

It’s no different from your own bank account. When money runs out, there’s no more to employ people.

No money.

No job.

Fuck, it melts my brain to have to keep explaining this over and goddamn over.

So, I take these companies and make the changes the original owners or executives should’ve made in the first place and make them profitable. Then—louder for the people in the back—start hiring when the budget allows.

Usually more people.

The right people.

In the right roles, so they don’t mess up the company again.

It’s not goddamn brain surgery. 

Fuck me.

As you can tell, I’m angry about a lot of things. I don’t have much patience. I always have to be in control and I hate to lose.

I rarely do.

And I’m driven by a need to avenge the little boy who didn’t have the influence, power, and money that I do now. Aurora is the first step in my plan.

Listen, I could be more of a monster.

I was...fuck, I hate saying the words. I know I live on the edge. I was groomed. Groomed to be a sexual toy and one day a predator. 

They told me I was a good boy and helped me choose other kids when they were brought in. My father said I would be in charge of this one day. 

“I don’t want to.” I responded when I was seven. 

He slapped me so hard I fell over and my face was bruised. The next day, Dad told Mom I fell down some stairs.

I was taught to do as I was told and not have a point of view about what I did or saw. Day by day, year by year, I became numb even while the flame of hate flickered deep down inside me. 

Had it gone on longer, they might’ve succeeded in completely putting out that flame.

But they didn’t.

Fortunately, my grandmother discovered what my father was doing, and I was sent away to Phillips Academy.

If only it was as simple as all that sounds.

That I’d lived happily ever after.

But that’s not how abuse works. There was no therapy. No open discussion about what I’d been through and having him arrested. No sobs and anguish at the loss of my innocence.

Nothing.

Grandma, a stoic woman, was worried about the shame it would have on the family if the information got out. Her side of the family came from old money, and it was ingrained in her DNA to protect our reputation.

I can’t hate her for it— her actions saved my life.  

While my mother sat in shame, Grandma paid for me to go to boarding school and confronted my father behind closed doors. All I heard was the yelling and smashing of glasses.

So that’s me: rich and angry as fuck.

From the outside, I look like a privileged white guy with more money than God. That’s the thing about assumptions, isn’t it? They’re packed with bullshit and stories the viewer made up.

A fantasy.

Suffering can be very visible or invisible.

And who’s to say which is worse? It’s not a fucking competition, but trust me, nobody would choose my childhood. I might have grown up in a big fancy house, but I’d trade that for poverty and parents who loved and protected me any day of the damn week.

To others, it appeared that my father and I were close. He took me with him wherever he went.

But he didn’t take me to baseball games.

Or the zoo.

There were no museum visits or cruises on the Hudson River.

My memories haunt my dreams, but I do remember one thing very clearly. A little girl with strawberry-blond hair and bright green eyes.

Aurora.

She was at least five or six years younger than me and wasn’t allowed in the area of the house where the parties took place. 

Parties. 

When she’d appear in the doorway, her mother, Mary-Anne, would lose her mind. My father would berate her for letting the girl out of her room. 

I immediately despised her.

Why was this little emerald-eyed girl special?

Why did he not protect me with the same passion and care?

It wasn’t until I was older that I wondered if he was her father. I’d never seen David and Mary-Anne intimate—they both clearly liked fucking little kids instead. 

So, I was left with this vision of Aurora as this saint that they saw had more worth than me, while I was told to pull my dick out or bend over.

One night, Dad raced to the door, picked her up in his arms, and closed the door behind him.

Like he should have done for me.

Taken me away from the horror.

He never did. 

I will never understand why. We had money. He had enough power for a man who had married into my mother’s family. Why did he do it?

I’ll never know.

My father had died of prostate cancer before I left school, but now I have Aurora, and the doors to the information I seek are once again open.

I hope he’s rolling in his grave, freaking the hell out at what I’m about to uncover. Because if there is evidence and a way to discredit his name and destroy anyone else involved, I will do it.

Including Aurora.

She was unaware, as a young woman, of what was happening in the adult’s room. That doesn’t mean she isn’t aware now. Back then, I watched her take in, with those huge green eyes, all the depravity while confusion and horror crossed her face.

Did I feel bad? No. 

Not when Mary-Anne or my father would soon scoop her up and whisk her away to safety.

While I was trapped in hell.

I simply did, and still do, hate her.

I’ve never stopped thinking about Aurora and why the green-eyed saint was protected and I wasn’t. 

Over the years, I’ve searched for her, wondering if she was my half sister or being groomed to take over the organization from behind the scenes. It could’ve happened while I was at boarding school.

It’s taken me almost ten years, but now I’ve found her.

Now I get to decide how this plays out.

Said the spider to the fly...
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“Thank you. It will be beautiful.” I smile and squeeze the ball of tissues in my hand. 

I finally cried. 

I’m sure funeral directors are used to grief—there’s a box of tissues on every surface in his office—but I wasn’t expecting this to be the moment I finally allowed myself to cry.

Perhaps it’s because talking about her final resting place makes it all so much more real.

I had an interesting relationship with my mother, so it’s been a confusing few days coming to grips with her passing. I don’t miss her and feel a lightness now that she is gone, which took me by surprise. Like a weight has been lifted off my shoulders.

Like I have my life back.

What does that mean?

I was homeschooled and raised differently than most kids, but she wasn’t a smothering mother. Strict, yes. But if I had to describe her in one word, it would be mysterious.

Or secretive.

I do not know who my father is and now I never will. 

I hate her for that. 

God, here I am disrespecting her, even in death. After all she did for me. Ugh. Mary-Anne Whitlock’s words are still in my head.

After all I’ve done for you. 

Does it make me a bitch when I can’t think of a single thing my mother did for me outside of what is expected of a parent? Are we born to praise and thank them for feeding us, loving us, providing for us?

It’s not wrong to be grateful for your parents or thank them, but the constant manipulation in that statement all my life has been...odd.

“You’ve chosen well. The oak is lovely.” 

“Thank you.” I take the folder from the funeral director and head toward the door. The feel of the heavy paper in my hand is a reminder of all the lies and deceit that I’m going to bury next week. 

How dare she not tell me she was sick? Six months ago, she’d had a stroke, and the second one had killed her.

I know why she never told me. Mom knew I’d push for answers, which she hated me doing. Any time, as a young girl, I began to ask anything, I was slapped across the face. That stopped when I was sixteen. I threatened to call the police.

Now she’s dead and everything she owns belongs to me. I will be searching through everything to find some of the answers I deserve.

At least I think it’s all coming to me. Her last will and testament is being read next week. I’m her only child, so who else is she going to leave her estate to? 

What’s in the estate is also a mystery. She lived, for the past six years, in a large penthouse in Manhattan that I never knew she could afford.

We grew up in the suburbs of New York—at least an hour from the city—in a modest neighborhood. She told me she was an accountant. I don’t remember her ever going to work.

When I left home and she purchased the penthouse, I asked her about it. “You can’t afford this place, Mom. Are you crazy?”

“Aurora do not speak to me like that. I saved hard and was smart with my money. Don’t tell me what I can and can’t do. It’s none of your business.”

“Do you think I’m dumb?” I scoffed, having already searched online and discovered the apartment cost multiple seven figures.

“I think you’re a rude young woman. Focus on your studies and work out what you want to do with your life. You have no substance. No idea who you are.”

She knew that would hurt me. 

Being homeschooled had isolated me. When I got to college, I was confronted with all my peers who had clear career paths and knew what they wanted. Not all. But most.

My mother always used that tactic when trying to steer me off the path when I questioned her.

“Mom, are you a criminal?” I’d finally asked about two years ago. 

Her brows had risen to her hairline in surprise and a flicker of fear flashed across her eyes. Then rapidly disappeared.

But instead of getting angry, she laughed. Hard. Fake. And aggressively.

“Don’t be absurd, Aurora.” Mom turned her back on me and kept cackling. “Yes, sure. I’m in the mob. You and your imagination. Jesus Christ. Go home if you’re going to be childish. I don’t want to see you.”

I’d felt stupid, but still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right.

Was someone else paying for the penthouse?

It wasn’t just that. Her clothing budget and lifestyle had suddenly changed and she was living an extravagant life. The moment I moved out, everything changed.

Why?

So last weekend I hadn’t been able to stay silent any longer. She’d returned from a month in Morocco with friends and was tanned and talking about some foreign man she’d had a love affair with.

Yuck.

“Mom. How are you paying for this apartment?” I pressed.

“With money I earned.” She snapped and spun around to face me. Then pointed at my face. “You’re an ungrateful young woman. After all I did for you, now you accuse me of being a criminal. Get out of my face.”

Flinching, I grabbed my handbag and strode across the marble floor to the elevator. But I’d turned before it had opened and stared at her.

“You’ve been hiding things from me since I was born. One day I will find out,” I said softly.

“No.” Mom leaned her hip against the cream sofa and crossed her arms, almost proud and amused. “No, Aurora. You will not.”

That’s when I knew. 

I was right. 

Aside from keeping the identity of my father hidden from me, there were other lies and information she was keeping from me. After years of gaslighting me, with that one horrid smirk, she said a million things.

I had actually become hopeful that I was making progress. That eventually, and soon, she would tell me.

Now, all that hope is gone.

I’m left with a blank line on my birth certificate where my father should be and strange memories from my childhood that don’t make sense. 

Faces I can’t put names to. 

Things no one will explain to me. 

Mary-Anne has taken the answers I seek with her to her grave.

Bitch.

Why don’t I have grandparents? No aunts. No cousins. 

Why did she homeschool me? Why wasn’t I allowed to play with other children?

There were no play dates. I didn’t connect with other children. I wasn’t encouraged in the arts, music, sports, or anything else. I was kept in our house. In my room. 

And told to be a good girl.

No wonder I have no fucking career direction.

I had my paper, pens, and paints. So, I drew and painted.

“Well, you’re not going to be the next Monet, so that’s a shame,” she once said. 

Bitch.

Despite my lack of socialization, Mom had friends over. I heard the music and voices, the laughter. It sounded like so much fun, and I craved the interaction. So, I’d sneak downstairs and take long minutes to slowly open the door without being caught.

What I saw...

Well, I don’t remember much. Much of it blanked from my mind. Getting caught always earned me bad punishment, once whisked away.

But I do remember the boy with dark hair and scared blue eyes wearing small shorts and...nothing else. 

At least he wasn’t the day he caught me staring at him. 

I smiled, hoping he’d invite me to play, even though he was older than me. To this day, I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t the absolute hate that greeted me. Those blue eyes turned almost black and, as a cold chill brushed over my skin, I had retreated and banged into the door.

Drawing attention to myself, I was yet again punished, but all I could focus on was the memory of those angry blue eyes.

Did children not like me?

Is that why I was kept at home?

Upon asking my mother, she said, “Perhaps if you behaved and didn’t do things I’ve asked you not to, other children would like you.”

I was confused. 

Why did the boy get to hang out with the adults while I had to stay locked up in my room? No matter how good I was, I was never allowed to go to the parties.

Throwing a tantrum didn’t help, either.

Mom simply put a lock on my door and, while I didn’t know it at the time, I turned within and shut down emotionally.

Not completely. I have an amazing best friend and have dated a few men. But I know there’s crap I need to work out about myself. Mom’s death is either going to hinder or help me to do that. I don’t know which one yet and it’s very unsettling.

I tug a tissue from a well-placed box, even though my eyes are dry, and exit the funeral director’s office. When I get home, I’m go—Oomph.

I cry out in surprise as my palms flatten on a solid wall of muscle. Large hands grab my shoulders and steady me.

I glance up and—my god!—I almost stumble again at how gorgeous the man staring back at me is. A dark curly lock has fallen down onto his forehead and striking dark blue, almost navy, eyes glower as they narrow. 

“Are you alright?” the man asks in a gruff tone.

I’m not going to lie; my ovaries start doing the tango. I’ve seen beautiful men like this in movies, in magazines, and on those Instagram model accounts. But never in person. He’s extremely polished but has a masculine roughness that immediately makes me feel feminine and like I should faint or something and hope he carries me back to his lair.

Tempted.

“Yes. I think.” I sniff and lift the tissue to my nose, hoping like god I don’t look as much of a mess as I suspect I do. 

I might not have been bawling my eyes out, but I’m definitely not as pulled together as any woman would want when faced with such a hot guy.

Even so, you don’t kick yourself later.

He glances at the doorway I just walked out of, then back at me while his warm hands continue to hold me. I breathe in the tiniest of breaths, taking in his musky aftershave.

It’s expensive.

Call it a sixth sense, but I know this man is extremely wealthy. It could be the cut of his hair or the perfect growth on his jaw. Or perhaps the pristine white of his shirt under the clearly tailored navy jacket which fits his broad shoulders like a glove.

Or is it the confidence in which he holds himself?

There are a lot of wealthy people in New York City, but when you are a native like me, you can pick the difference between assumed wealth and real wealth. 

“My condolences.” He takes a step back, almost looking reluctant to release me.

The loss of his warmth is so palpable I want to reach out and pull him back. Clearly I don’t, as that would be weird. 

“You don’t know that I lost someone.” I smile, amused by his comment. 

His lip twitches. “Funeral home. Tissues. Red eyes.”

Damn it, I knew I looked like crap!

“Are you a detective?” 

“Are you always this defensive?”

“I’m grieving.”

“Then I was right,” he replies without flinching. “And you simply could’ve said thank you.”

My eyes drop and I can’t help the smile that forms. 

“Do you need a ride?” the man asks, surprising me.

My face lifts. “Are you a serial killer?” 

“Jesus.” He laughs, rubbing his jaw. “No. I just don’t want you to sue me for almost knocking you unconscious when I walked into you.”

I narrow my eyes suspiciously. He might be one of the most beautiful men I’ve ever seen, but I’m not hopping in a car with a stranger. You don’t grow up in NYC without getting street smart real fast.

“You aren’t that buff,” I tease. 

“Well, I wouldn’t go that far.” He tugs on his jacket sleeves looking offended, then smirks at me and holds out a hand. “Parker Stone. Buff guy.”

This time I laugh. God, he’s funny. Buff, hot, and funny. 

Someone pinch me!

Did I just meet the perfect guy walking out of the funeral home while planning to bury my mother? That seems something a Scorpio would do—my star sign.

I glance around, wondering what someone like him is doing in this area. Clearly I’m going to decline, but I don’t have to be rude.

“Aurora.” I hold out my hand. “I live just down the street so I can walk. Thank you, though.”

My head nods in the direction of my apartment while I hope he asks for my number. Parker Stone is way out of my league, but a girl can dream. 

Parker shakes my hand, and when those blue eyes meet mine, with a mysterious twinkle in them, I feel a strange familiarity.

Do I know this man?

My lids lower as I search my memory, and just as I’m about to ask if we know one another, he threads his arm through mine and steers me down the sidewalk.

Completely taking control.

My body reacts, heat plowing through me, and I become aroused. It’s equally hot and a little unnerving. My body just automatically did what he led it to do.

Holy hotballs, Batman.

“I’ll walk with you. To make sure you don’t collapse.” Parker tells me, and that’s when I notice his bodyguard trailing a step or two behind us.

Wow.

Definitely wealthy. 

It does make me feel safer though, so I don’t say anything and let him keep leading me toward my home. But I decide to keep teasing him, as I love the way he was bantering with me.

Hot and cheeky.

Chloe is going to die when I tell her about this.

“That’s what a serial killer would say.” I grin up at him and watch in wonder as Parker’s incredibly beautiful face breaks out into the biggest smile.

He laughs, staring straight ahead, like the powerful, confident man he is.
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I stride back down to the car grinning, Eric shadowing me, and spin my phone around in my fingers. 

The one containing Aurora’s phone number.

Like I didn’t have it anyway...

She fell headfirst into my trap like I knew she would. Well, I do have my Louis Vuitton aftershave on—aka panty melting juice—and so it should be, at two thousand dollars a bottle.

What I didn’t expect was the bolt of lust that slammed into me the moment Aurora—as planned—did.

My cock sat right up and started fucking singing.

I knew she was a beautiful woman—after all, I’d spent hours browsing her social media learning what I could about her. And enjoying the images of her in cocktail dresses, bikinis, and everything in between. 

But I wasn’t prepared for how stunning she is in real life.

I climb into my town car and Eric does the same, but up front with Durran, my driver. Some days I wonder what they think about my life. I’m a thirty-one-year-old billionaire who spends every weekend at the Alliance Club where we have hot willing women on tap—and I mean on tap—and shows no interest in dating any woman.

Now, I’ve had them drive past Aurora’s home a few times in preparation for today. When we saw her head into the funeral home, I made them wait.

From there, it was pure luck that I pushed away from the wall, to head back to a meeting, when she walked out of the building. 

Right into my damn arms.

Fate.

Not that I believe in that stuff.

Anyway, Eric and Durran would never ask. They’re paid not to. 

I’d like to say I’m not going to hurt her, but that’s not true. Once I learn what I need to, I have a feeling she’ll be a blubbering mess. 

For all I know, Aurora could be my half sister. I need to have her DNA tested while I seek the answers to why this princess was mollycoddled while I was abused. And the people who did it.

The fact I’ve reacted physically to her is a little sick.

Then again, I was groomed to fuck anyone, so I’m ignoring my dick.

Mostly.

It’s just a theory, anyway. There’s nothing to prove she is. But I need to know.

I will find out everything.

With Mary-Anne dead, she has to have left some proof behind. Even if that proof is inside her daughter’s head.

I’m going to get it out.

The search algorithm I’d set up years ago to find Mary-Anne Whitlock from New York—information my grandmother had shared with me—finally found her. I thought it was a false alarm. The system has taken years to fine tune and cut out hundreds of thousands of false leads. 

When I saw it was her death notice, I cursed so fucking loud.

First my father, then her.

Motherfuckers.

I don’t get to seek revenge or confront either of them. Frankly, they both got off lightly compared to the fantasies I’ve had about how I’d punish them.

Slowly.

Painfully.

Shaming them.

Torturing them.

All that’s left is Aurora.

Pretty little Aurora with her big green eyes and now deeper red hair.

Is she innocent?

Hard to tell, but she’s a sexy little thing and as fucked up as this is if we are related, I wouldn’t mind blowing my thick cock inside her for a few hours one afternoon.

She lives in Hell’s Kitchen—a lower income neighborhood in Midtown Manhattan—which surprised me given her mother’s high net worth.

Mary-Anne clearly hadn’t shared it with her daughter.

“Honestly, you don’t need to walk me home.” Aurora had said as I strode alongside her. The urge to put my hand on the small of her back had my fist clenching and opening.

It wasn’t a damn date.

But I liked touching her. I liked the way I felt huge next to her small frame. 

Like I was protecting her.

Mixed emotions had me clenching my teeth. After all, this is probably what the little witch had our parents doing when she was little. While I was being groomed for a world she’d never be exposed to.

“Just being a gentleman, as my momma raised me to be.” I said, guiding her around a group of people with my hand on her elbow.

I’d cursed inwardly as heat flashed across my palm. Then her eyes shot up to mine and I could see the same desire I was doing my darndest to hide.

“She did a good job.” 

No. She didn’t. 

My mother left me alone with a child abuser, then buried her head in the sand when I pleaded for help.

I don’t know how old I was when I threw a tantrum, not wanting to go out with Dad. Not wanting to have my body touched and aroused when it felt scary and unnatural.

Mom got angry, telling me how ungrateful I was that my father wanted to spend time with me. That hers never had. That Dad loved me.

When I told her what was happening, tears running down my face, she slapped me and told me to stop making up stories. 

That was the moment I knew I wasn’t safe in this world. That no one would ever fucking protect me. That it was me against the world.

“I will pass on your compliments.” I smirked instead of saying any of that and slowed when we were a few feet from Aurora’s apartment.

Fuck. I’d nearly messed up. 

I sped back up, needing to be smarter than that. If Aurora thought I knew who she was or where she lived, it would scare her off. 

Rightly so.

“Well, this is me.” Aurora waved up at the building and her cheeks turned deep pink.

Any other guy would have been in heaven watching a woman blush and melt under his attention. I was thrilled my plan was working.

The fact we might be related didn’t stop my body from craving her. Something I’ll burn in hell for, probably. Then again, I’m likely headed in that direction, anyway.

“Thank you for bumping into me, Aurora.” I’d over-pronounced her name and slid my hands into my pockets, rocking back on my heels cheekily.

“You’re welcome, Parker. Thank you for catching me.” She glanced at the door to her building, then back at me, delaying her retreat as she waited for me to ask her out.

It was tempting to let her suffer, but I wasn’t here to flirt with her. I wanted inside her mother’s home. 

Inside her brain.

Wherever the information was.

“Seeing as we’ve agreed you owe me your life, perhaps you will do me the honor of having dinner with me.”

Aurora giggled. “Did we?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Or you could just ask me out for dinner.” She tilted her head.

Interesting.

I sensed a little more confidence than she’d originally shown. Her sense of humor was playful, and I liked it. 

In bed, I bet she’d be...

Nope.

DNA results first.

“Have dinner with me.” The corner of my lip twitched, genuinely and surprisingly enjoying the banter.

“That’s an order,” Aurora replied. “Not an invitation.”

Yes, it was, and I wasn’t asking. 

I leaned forward an inch and rasped, “Say yes.” 

Her smile faded as she pulled in a short, nervous breath affected by the chemistry that was crackling like two spark plugs forced together. 

If I’d been bolder, I would’ve accused her of having wet panties. I hated myself for wanting to find out.

I fucked enough women to know they were.
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